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And now another enemy joined in the attack : invisible,
and deadlier than the Bulgarians. Men stiffened, stumbled
forwards, lay on the ground arching themselves backwards
as they retched up a poison that had come from Asia.
In a few hours they were dead, and their bodies turned
blue.

When a soldier showed by his dragging gait that he
was likely to be stricken with cholera, his comrades
shunned him as unclean : medical service there was none :
everyone feared infection: the roadside as far as the
Chatalja Lines was strewn with victims, some crawling
along deliriously, others writhing immobilised.

Near the Headquarters Camp at Hadem Kui, behind
the Chatalja defences, an enclosure was established which
haunted the memory of those who saw it, for the sick of
all the surrounding country had dragged themselves to
it to die. There was no shelter for the afflicted in this
place, but they huddled closely together, deriving comfort
from the presence of their fellows. Some stood up and
prayed to Allah, some ran in circles, some gobbled mud
with their swollen lips, vomited, defaecated, cried until
they choked.

An officer, riding by, noticed a frenzied movement in
a heap of corpses, stacked criss-cross, like railway-
sleepers, awaiting the arrival of the over-worked burial-
carts. He ordered a stretcher-bearer to pull out a man
who was still alive.

" It is useless, Effendi," was the answer : " if he is not
already dead, he soon will be !" So saying, the orderly
sprayed the body with a strong solution of chloride of
lime, burning its eyes and skin.

This was the first modern war of masses.